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Author's Notes: 
While everyone else writes Halloween challenges, this is what | come up with.. haha, enjoy! :) 


Steve bit his bottom lip, keeping his eyes closed and his breaths coming heavy through his open mouth. He 
didn't know why he'd let Bruce persuade him again. Perhaps it was the drinks, perhaps it was the underlying 
sense of arousal lingering after the show. Perhaps it was just Bruce's natural talent at convincing people that 
his ideas were splendid. 


Whatever it was, he still trembled as he felt hands unzip his too tight jeans, parting the flaps and pulling the 
underwear out of the way to expose his half hard cock. The fingers were gentle, and not callused like the 
bassists own despite being thicker than any lady's. Bruce had reassured him that it would be no different 


from getting head from a woman, but Steve could already tell the difference. 


Despite that, he didn't stall. He kept his eyes squeezed shut, gasping when he felt gushes of hot breath bathing 
his member, damp against the overly sensitized skin. Despite the way his stomach flipped in nervousness; in 


fright, Steve couldn't force back the shudder running through his body when the singer's plump lips brushed 


the shaft tentatively. Then followed the tip of a wet, burning hot tongue tracing the vein straining along the 
underside all the way up to the fat head. A firm hand gripped the base, Bruce's thumb rubbing knowingly 
against the spot where the length met Steve's heavy balls. It made the bassist moan low in his chest; no 


woman would have thought of that little detail. 


No words were spoken, of course. Bruce had promised to stay silent, saying that it would make it easier for 
Steve to picture a hot female brunette in his place. But the thought of a woman never crossed the older 
man's mind, no girls popped up before his inner vision Instead, his cock twitched readily and he tipped his head 
backwards when lips slid against the head of his cock, a warm, wet cavern engulfing the tip as Bruce's tongue 
rubbed against the sweet spot behind the head, lips helping to push the foreskin back. Steve felt another hard 
shudder wrack his frame, his hips stuttering. God, if Bruce wasn't unnaturally good at this. How much practice 


might he have had beforehand? 


The slippery tongue kept playing with Steve, teasing the slit at the head by pressing against it, into it. All the 
while Bruce's thumb never ceased rubbing slow circles, his free hand pressing against the bassist's thigh, 
fingers digging into flesh through the fabric of blue jeans. Steve's cock twitched hard, jumping as it swelled to 
it's full size - an impressive one at that. The uncomfortable doubt at the pit of his belly was slowly melting 
away, turning into lust that swirled down into his balls, making them tighter. 


That's where Bruce's hand slid into his pants, into his underwear to squeeze the sack, rubbing the orbs. That's 
where the singer decided to begin his descent, slowly sliding down the older man's shaft. That's where Steve's 
hands came out to grab ahold of the sides of Bruce's head, fingers lacing through long silky soft strands of 
hair as his eyes fluttered open 


The vision that met him sent a heated surge of lust down Steve's spine; made his knees buckle under his 
weight. Bruce was staring right up at him, his huge round amber eyes glossy as he swallowed inch after inch 
until his lips and nose nuzzled into wiry dark pubes. The pupils were blown wide, the orbs appearing to be 


burning from within. 


Bruce's cheeks were flustered, a deep crimson red, and his mouth stretched into a wide 0; lips full and swollen 
and rosy. His back was arched and Steve could see his ass from this angle, cheeks firm and round, the jeans 
the singer was wearing almost appearing to be painted on. They made the mounds stand out, full and fat. And 
then Bruce sucked, his cheeks hollowing, the head of Steve's cock passing the pallette and pushing against the 
back of Bruce's throat. 


The bassist groaned loudly, unable to look away again. He found himself transfixed, spellbound by Bruce's gaze. 
Spellbound by the way those lips rhythmically sucked him deeper, swallowing around the full length. He combed 
his fingers through Bruce's hair, feeling the smaller man ascend back up the shaft, the tip of the singer's 
tongue flicking over the head before he dropped down quick. 


And then he repeated the act, slowly pulling back only to swallow the rod whole again on the downstroke. Each 
time, it made Steve's hips stutter and snap forwards to meet the movement. His eyelids fluttered, vision 


blurring but he was unable to break the stare. Unable not to watch Bruce suck his cock, getting it nice and 


wet and slippery. Unable not to notice how Bruce's muscles flexed, his ass cheeks clenching almost visibly from 
this angle. 


The tightening in the bassist's groin began then. Bruce's skillfull fingers had found the spot hidden behind his 
balls, the one that made Steve's thighs quake and threaten to give out as he clung tighter to Bruce's skull, 
palms pressed against the singer's temples and he felt the muscles work while the smaller man sucked him 
tightly. Those playful naughty eyes never left his, not even when he began to see stars, not even when he 


mumbled some intelligible mass to warn of his orgasm. 


Bruce didn't stop, didn't pull back. Instead he flicked the head again before taking the full length, giving it a hard 
suckle as it bobbed twice, and with the swallow, Steve whimpered, spilling jet after jet of hot sticky cum down 
the singer's constricting throat as he was milked dry. Not a single drop was spilled. 


Panting, Steve struggled to catch his breath, still clinging to Bruce's soft hair as he slowly opened his eyes. His 
face was flushed, partly from the force of his climax but also due to the circumstances of the situation, his 
shyness getting the better of him. He licked his dry lips, watching as Bruce popped his mouth off of his dick, 
the singer greedily licking away any trace of cum that might be lingering as if he were licking an icecream 


cone. 


Without a word, Bruce proceeded to cautiously tuck the older man back in, zip him up and then get up on his 
feet. There was an amused, naughty spark in the singer's amber eyes as their gazes met again, the coy smile 
on his lip helping the dimples out to play and Steve found his heart skipped a beat. Something about that round 


baby face with the swollen crimson lips made his stomach flutter. 


The bassist almost yelped when a gentle palm was placed to his still quivering stomach, the singer raising up 
on his tip toes to press a quick, chaste kiss to his lips. It made his cheeks turn darker, if that was even 
possible; his eyes impossibly huge. Despite how faint the kiss had been, Steve still smelled and tasted himself 
when he licked his lips a second time, absentmindedly, by habit. 


‘| know you fancy me, Harry. | wouldn't be shy to tell you the feeling is reciprocated. Do something about it, 
eh? | don't believe | always ought to be the one to make the first move, am |? 


